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Beneath the cherry trees, crowds of people are pushing to enter the zoo on such a beautiful day. 

It is quiet and peaceful here, and the sun warms every corner. 

Bombs were dropped on Tokyo every day, like falling rain. 

He ate the good potatoes, but each time he brought a poisoned potato to his mouth with his trunk, he threw it to the ground, kerplunk! 

A large syringe, the kind used to give shots to horses, was prepared. 

There were sweet and gentle-hearted.  

They stood on their hind legs and lifted their front legs up as high as they could. 

All of the other keepers pretended not to see what the trainer had done. 

The director of the zoo just sat very still, biting his lip and gazing at the top of his desk. 

He had no more courage to see them. 

He buried his head in his arms and cried, beating the desk top with his fist. 

The rest of the zookeepers ran to the elephants’ cage and scrambled in. 

Everyone burst into tears, then stroked the elephants’ legs and trunks in sorrow.
Above them, in the bright blue sky, the angry roar of enemy planes returned. 
With tears in his eyes, the zoo keeper finished his story. 
